
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
IN THE DESERT 

I 

I have seen you, O king of the dead, 
More beautiful than sunlight. 

Your kiss is like quicksilver ; 
But I turned my face aside 
Lest you should touch my lips. 

In the field with the flowers 
You stood darkly. 

My knees trembled, and I knew 
That no other joy would be like this. 

But the warm field, and the sunlight, 
And the few years of my girlhood 
Came before me, and I cried, 
Not yet J 
Not yet j O dark lover I 

You were patient. 

— I know you will come again. 

I have seen you, O king of the dead, 
More beautiful than sunlight. 
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In the Desert 
II 

Here in the desert, under the cottonwoods 
That keep up a monotonous wind-murmur of leaves, 
I can hear the water dripping 
Through the canals in Venice 
From the oar of the gondola 
Hugging the old palaces, 
Beautiful old houses 
Sinking quietly into decay 

O sunlight — how many things you gild 
With your eternal gold! 
Sunlight — and night — are everlasting. 



Ill 

Once every twenty-four hours 
Earth has a moment of indecision : 
Shall I go on?— 
Shall I keep turning? — 
Is it worth while? 
Everything holds its breath. 
The trees huddle anxiously 
On the edge of the arroyo, 
And then, with a tremendous heave, 
Earth shoves the hours on towards dawa 
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IV 

Four o'clock in the afternoon. 
A stream of money is flowing down Fifth Avenue. 

They speak of the fascination of New York 
Climbing aboard motor-busses to look down on the endless 

play 
From the Bay to the Bronx. 
But it is forever the same : 
There is no life there. 

Watching a cloud on the desert, 
Endlessly watching small insects crawling in and out of 

the shadow of a cactus, 
A herd-boy on the horizon driving goats, 
Uninterrupted sky and blown sand: 
Space — volume — silence — 
Nothing but life on the desert, 
Intense life. 



V 



The hill cedars and pifions 
Point upward like flames, 
Like smoke they are drawn upward 
From the face of the mountains. 
Over the sunbaked slopes, 
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In the Desert 



Patches of sun-dried adobes straggle ; 

Willows along the acequias in the valley 

Give cool streams of green ; 

Beyond, on the bare hillsides, 

Yellow and red gashes and bleached white paths 

Give foothold to the burros, 

To the black-shawled Mexican girls 

Who go for water. 



INDIAN SONGS 



LISTENING 

The noise of p: ssing feet 
On the prairie — 
Is it men or gods 
Who come out of the silence ? 



BUFFALO DANCE 

Strike ye our land 
With curved horns! 
Now with cries 
Bending our bodies, 
Breathe fire upon us ; 
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